Will proouc as bitter, blackeau^ ctagipalf, 

Withdraw thee wretched C0m?i^cefe/ 

Snterthe Q*te*ne,ai^thi,UifubssofX^ 

Q^. 4^ my yo jg Princes , ah oiy tender babes. 

My vnblownc fljwcr, new appearing fwtets, 
jfyer your gentle (pwles fliein tbp 
-/^nd be not fixt indoonjepp^petuali, 

Houer aboupmp w^thyour airi^ 

>^nd hears YQur mothers lamenutions. 

A^ar. Houer about her, fay that right for right, 
Hath dimd yourinfwt iiapjfiip,io agtjd-iligbt, 

W lit t hgu ^;Qpd q|?: feprfi f^cligcntie la^bu, 
-<iad throw.fchiSiTni in thpiOttailes.of the 
When didfttlaoiifljege vyhen fuchadccd' was done ? 
Q,t*,Mar. When, h9jy ^^4r^died,_ and my fweetcdbn. 
Blinde fight>dead hfc, ppppi; nwttaJl.h 
^Voes (ceancj worlds gc^.es,<iue by life yfutpt, 

Rert tbciE yntfitt^pn 

Vnlawfull made dcunlce wit h innocents blood. 

Qi*. O that thou woufriftas well afford a gtaue, 
thou canft yeeld a melancholly feat, 

TTien would not reft chem hccrc : 

O who hath anycaufeto tnpurnebut I ? 

Dut. So many iniftrics haue craz’d my voyce 
That my woc-weried tongue is mute and dmiibe, 
Edtvard plantageact, why art thou dead ? 

Qj*,M*r. If ancient forrow bemoft reucrent, 

Giuc mine tlic benefit of figniorie, 

-<4tidlct my woes frownc on the vpper hand, 

If forrow can admit focicty. 

Tell oucr your woes againe by ye wing mine : 
lhadan Edrvard till a Riehard kild him, 

I had a Rtcb4rd,t\lla Ricbardkill him. 

Thou ha Jftan £^iv,ird,till a %Jchtrd kild him, 

Thou hadft a Riehtrd, till a %teh4rd kild him. 

D^t. I had a Ric!urdtoo,V!\d thou didft kill him .• 

I h id a RpitU'ti to a, and thou holpft to kill him : 

'X ir‘. To Oil hadft a ^Ursxce too, till Riehitrd ki!d him 
From fjr.h :!); kemi:Il of 4ihy woinbc hath crept. 


■ j 

A hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death, 

That Dogge that had his teeth before his eyes 
To worry lambes,and lap their gentle bloods 
That foule defacer of Gods handy worke, 

Thy wombe let loole to chafe vs to our graues, 

0 vpright, iuft, anf, true difpoling God, 
Howdoltbankethee.for thiscarnall curre 
Preyes on the iffuc of bis mothers body, 

,dnd make her pue-fellow with others mone. 

Dut.O, Harrits wife, triumph not in my woes, 

God wicncfTe yvith me 1 bauewept for thee. 
^»,/i/4r.Bearc with nac I am hungry for reuenge, 
fAad now 1 cloie me with beholding it : 

Thy Edwardhc is dead,that ftabd my £ dw4rdy 
Tby other Edward dead, to quit my Edward, 

Yong Torkf,^c is butboote,bccaufe both they 
M.tf h net the high pcrfciftion of my Ioffe : 

Thy CIm er,ce\\ci% dcad,thatkjld my £d»’<ir</. 

And the beholders of this tragicke play, 

The adulterate H4jimgs,Rwers,yaughMy Gray 
Vntirucly fmothered in their duskie graues, 

Richard \ et liuc»,hcU blacke intelligencer, 

Oncly referued their fa»ftor to buy foules, 

And fend them thither , but at hand, 

Enfues his pittcous, and vnpittied end, 

Earth gapes, hell burnes, fiends roare, Saints pray, . 

T 0 haue him fuddcply conueyed away. 

Cancel! his bonds oflifedcare God I pray, 

That I may line to fay thcDog is dead. 

^.O thou tlidft prophefic the time would eom^ 

That I lliould wifh For thee to helpe me curffe 
That boiteld fpider, that foule hunch-backt toad. 

Qa Mar. I call thee then vatne flourift) of my fortune, 

1 call thee thenpoore fhaddow painted Queene, 

The prefentacion of but -what I was. 

The flattering index of a ditefull pageant. 

One hcau’d a hightobe hurled dowue below, 

A mother oncly, mockt with two fwcct babes, 

A dteameof which thou w«t , a breath, a bubble, 
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